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Nimm sie hin denn, diese Lieder 
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Clair de lune, Op. 46 No. 2 (Menuet) 
Les berceaux, Op. 23 No. 1 (Prudhomme) 
Lydia, (De Lisle) 
Apres un reve, Op. 7 No. 1 (Bussine) 
Nell, Op. 18 No. 1 (De Lisle) 
Stornellatrice (Zangarini/Donini) 
Invito alla Danza (Zangarini) 
Nebbie (Negri) 
Dover Beach, Op. 3 (Arnold) 
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ELLALOU DIMMOCK MEMORIAL FUND 
The Ellalou Dimmock Memorial Fund was established in 1996 by Dr. Marjorie 
McDonald, a long-time friend of Mrs. Dimmock. At the time of her death in June 1995, Mrs. 
Dimmock, a well-known professional singer and teacher of voice, had been a member of the 
School for the Arts faculty for more than twenty years. 
By creating an annual Honors Voice Recital, the Fund reflects Mrs. Dimmock's 
commitment to excellence in solo singing, as well as her particular regard for the 
collaborative experience of vocal chamber music. The Fund is unusual in its provision, 
both of prize money for the singers, as well as honoraria for participating musicians. 
The senior cla~s singers chosen by the voice faculty to perform on this concert 
have demonstrated superior achievement m performance anci jury evaluations. By 
supporting the selection of outstanding young singers and chamber musicians, the Fund 
serves to nonor the memory of Mrs. Dimmock' s own professional goals and generous 
personal spirit. 
Donations may be made to the Ellalou Dimmock Memorial Fund at the 
Boston University School for the Arts attn: Office of the Stewardship, 19 Deerfield 
Street, Boston, MA 02215. 
ABOUT THE ARTISTS 
Oshin Gregorian represents the third $eneration of musicians in his family. He 
began his studies with his uncle Rouben Gregorian at age five. Currently, he is in his fourth 
year of vocal studies at Boston University. He has studied voice with Christopheren 
Nomura and, presently, with S. Mark Aiiapoulios. For the past two years Mr. Gregorian 
has participated in the Opera Programs at Boston University, where he has been in various 
opera scenes. He has also studied abroad in Italy in conjunction with the Cincinatti 
Conservatory of Music. For the past three years Mr. Gregorian has been an active member 
of the Tanglewood Festival Chorus. Last April he sang the role of Judas in Bach's St. 
Matthew Passion with the Boston Symf>hony Orchestra under the baton of Maestro Seiji 
O.zawa at Symphony Hall and Carnegie Hall. This past summer Mr. Gregorian appeared at 
Tanglewood with the Tanglewood Festival Chorus and the Boston Symphony singing the 
part of Nicholas in Offenbach's Tales of Hoffman with Bryn Terfel and Neil Shicoff. 
' 
Praised in the Boston Globe as a " .. . superb collaborative pianist. . . " Shiela 
Kibbe is the Chairman of the Collaborative Piano Department at Boston University 
School for the Arts. She has appeared in recitals throughoutt Europe, Japan and Russia 
with Stephen Salters, winner of the ~996 Queen Elisabeth Vocal Competition in Belgium, 
and a graduate of Boston University. Mr Salters and Ms. Kibbe have recorded on the 
Qualiton 'Cypres' label. 
Ms. Kibbe was for several years the rehearsal pianist for the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra's Tanglewood Festival Ch:orus. She has taught at the New England 
Conservatory and has been Principal Keyboardist and Vocal Coach for the Symphony and 
Opera Association in Chattanooga, TN, as well as the pianist for the Pennsylvania. Opera 
Theatre, the Philadelphia Orchestra Woodwind Quintet seminars, an.d the Internati~:mal 
Suzuki Institute in Ithaca, NY. She has recorded on the Koch label with the John Oliver 
Chorale. 
Ms. Kibbe holds two Master of Music degrees from Temple University in 
Philadelphia, PA; and has twice been a Fellow in Vocal Accompanying at the Tanglewood 
Music Center. 
TEXT AND TRANSLATIONS 
Ludwig Van Beethoven (1770-1827) 
An die ferne Geliebte, Op. 98 
Auf dem Hugel 
Auf dem Hugel sitz ich spahend 
In das blaue Nebelland, 
Nach den femen Triften sehend, 
Wo ich dich Geliebte fand. 
Weit bin ich von dir geschieden, 
Trennend liegen Berg und Tal 
Zwischen uns und unserm Frieden, 
Unserm Gluck und unsrer Qual. 
Ach, den Blick kannst du nicht sehen, 
Der zu dir so glilhend eilt, 
Und die Seufzer, sie verwehen 
In dem Raume, der uns teilt. 
Will denn nichts mehr zu dir dringen, 
Nichts der liebe Bote sein? 
Singen will ich, Lieder singen, 
Die dir klagen meine Pein! 
Denn vor Liedesklang entweichet 
Jeder Raum und jede Zeit, 
Und ein liebend Herz erreichet, 
Was ein liebend Herz geweiht! 
Wo die Berge so blau 
Wo die Berge so blau 
Aus dem nebligen grau schauen herein, 
Wo die Sonne verglilht, 
Wo die Wolke umzieht, 
Mochte ich sein! 
Dort im ruhigen Tai, 
Schweigen Schmerzen und Qual. 
Wo im Gestein 
Stille die Prime! dort sinnt. 
Weh so leise der Wind, 
Mochte ich sein! 
Hin zum sinnigen Wald 
Drangt mich L1ebesgewalt, 
Innere Pein! 
Ach, mich zogs nicht von hier, 
Konnt ich, Traute, bei dir, 
Ewiglich sein! 
Leichte Segler in den Hohen 
Leichte Segler in den Hohen 
Und du Bachlein klein und schmal, 
Konnt mein Liebchen ihr erspahen, 
I sit on the hill gazing 
Into blue misty 1ands; 
Looking towards the distant pastures 
Where I found you, love. 
Far have I parted from you, 
Hill and valley lie between, 
Separating us from our tranquility, 
Our joy and our anguish. 
Ah, You cannot see the gaze 
So ardently sent towards you, 
And the sighs blow away in the airy 
Spaces which separate us. 
Will nothing reach ,)'OU now? 
Nothing act as love s messenger? 
I will sing songs to you 
That will bring a lament for my pain. 
For the sound of singing banishes 
All distance, all time, 
And brings to a loving heart, ' 
All that is consecrated to it. 
Where the hills so blue, 
Look across from the misty gre¥, 
Where the sun's glow fades, 
Where the clouds cover the sky, 
There I long to be. 
There in the quiet valley, 
Pain and anguish are still. 
There where the primula 
Muses among the silent rocks. 
Where the wind softly blows, 
There I long to be. 
Over to the dreaming woods, 
The force of my love drives me 
Inner torment! 
Ah, nothing would draw me from here. 
If only I could, Beloved, 
Be with you forever. 
You light, airy travellers up high 
And you, little brook, so small and straight, 
If you see my little love, 
Ruft sie mir viel tausendmal. 
Seht ihr Wolken sie dann gehen 
sinnend in dem stillen Tai, 
Lasst mein Bild vor ihr entstehen 
In dem luftgen Himmelsaal. 
Wird sie an den Biischen stehen, 
Die nun herbstlich falb und kahl, 
Klagt ihr, wie mir ist geschehen, 
Klagt ihr, Voglein, 
Stille Weste bringt im Wehen 
Hin zu meiner Herzenswahl 
Meine Seufzer, die vergehen 
Wie der Sonne letzer Strahl. 
Fliistr' ihr zu mein Liebesflehen, 
Lass sie, Biichlein klein und schmal, 
Treu in deinen Wogen sehen 
Meine Triinen ohne Zahl! 
Diese Wolken in den Hoben 
Diese Wolken in den Hohen, 
Dieser Vo~lein muntrer Zug 
Werden d1ch, o Huldin, sehen. 
Nehmt mich mit im leichten Flug! 
Diese Weste werden spielen 
Scherzend dir um Wang und Brust 
In den seidnen Locken wiihlen 
Teilt ich mit euch diese Lust! 
, Hin zu dir von jenen Hiigeln 
Emsig dieses Biichlein eilt. 
Wird ihr Bild sich in dir spiegeln, 
Fliess zuriick dann unverweilt 
' Es kehret der Maien 
Es kehret der Maien, es bliihet die Au. 
Die Liifte, sie wehen so milde, so lau. 
Geschwiitzig, die Bache nun rinnen. 
Die Schwaloe, die kehret zum wirt.lichen 
Dach, 
Sie baut sich so emsig ihr briiutlich Gemach. 
Die Liebe soll wohnen da drinnen. 
Sie brin_gt sich geschiiftig von Kreuz und 
vonQuer. 
Manch weicheres Stiick zu dem Braubett 
hieher, 
Manch wiirmendes Stiick fur die Kleinen. 
Nun wohnen die Gatten beisammen so treu 
Was Winter geschieden, verband nun der 
Mai, 
Was liebet, das weiss er zu einen. 
Es kehret der Maien, es bliihet die Au. 
Die Liifte, sie wehen so milde, so lau . 
Call her to me many thousands of times. 
You clouds, if you see her walking, 
Thoughtfully, in the quiet valley, 
Let my image unfold 5efore her 
In the airy hall of heaven. 
Will she be standing by the bushes, 
Which are now autumnally dun and bare? 
Mournfully tell her what has happened to me, 
Cry out to her, birds, my grief! 
You silent West, send the wind 
Blowing towards my heart's desire 
Carrying sighs which will dissolve 
Like the sun's last rays. 
Whisper to her my loving supplications, 
Let her, you brook so small and straight, 
See faithfully reflected in your waves, 
The many countless tears I shed. 
You clouds up high! 
You little bird with lively mien! 
You will see her, my goddess, 
Carry me with you on your airy flight. 
The west sind will blow 
Playfully over your cheeks and breast, 
Ruffling your silken curls. 
If only I could share in that delight! 
Towards you, across these hills, 
Hurries the little brook. 
Will her image be reflected in you? 
Then do not tarry, flow back again quickly. 
May returns! The meadows are in blossom. 
The air blows so mild and so warm. 
The brooks brim over, chattering. 
The swallow returns to the hospitable roof, 
roof 
Busily building her bridal home. 
Love dwells inside. 
Quickly she fetches from here and 
there. 
Many a soft piece to the bridal bed, 
Many a warming piece for her little ones. 
Now the couple live so faithfully together. 
What winter had parted, May has 
reunited. 
Lovers, he makes one. 
May returns! The meadows are in blossom. 
The air blows so mild and warm. 
-
L 
Nur ich kann nicht ziehen van hinnen. 
Wenn alles, was liebet, der Friihling vereint 
Nun unserer Liebe kein Frilltling erscheint, 
Und Triinen sind all ihr Gewinnen. 
Nimm sje bin denn. diese Lieder 
Nimm sie hin denn, diese Lieder, 
Die ich dir, Geliebte, sang. 
Singen sie dann abends wieder 
Zu der laute silssem Klang! 
W enn das Diimmrungsrot dann ziehet 
Nach dem stillenblauen See, 
Und sein letzter Strahl vergliihet 
Hinter jener Bergesh6h; 
Und du singst, was ich gesungen, 
Was mir aus der vollen Brust 
Ohne Kunstgeprang erklungen, 
Nur der Sehnsucht sich bewusst. 
Dann var diesen Liedem weichet, 
Was geschieden uns so weit, 
Und ein liebend Herz erreicht, 
Was ein liebend Herz geweiht 
Gabriel Faure (1845-1924) 
Clair de lune. Op. 46 No. 2 
Votre ame est un paysage choisi 
Que vont charmant masques et 
bergamesques, 
Jouant du luth et dansant et quasi 
Tristes sous leurs deguisements fantasques, 
Tout en chantant sur le mode mineur, 
L'amour vainqueur et la vie opportune, 
Ils n'on pas l'air de croire a leur bonheur, 
Et leur chanson se mele au claire de lune, 
Au calme clair de lune, triste et beau, 
Qui fait rever les oiseaux dans les arbres, 
Et sangloter d'extase les jets d'eau, 
· Les grandes jets d'eau sveltes parmi les 
marbres. 
Les Berceaux. Op. 23 No. 1 
Le long du quai, les grandes vaisseaux, 
Que la houle incline en silence, 
Ne prennent pas garde aux berceaux 
Que la main des femmes balance, 
Mais viendra le jour des adieux, 
Caril faut que les femmes pleurent, 
Et que les hommes curieux 
Tentent les horizons qui leurrent! 
Et ce jour-la les grancfs vaisseaux, 
Fuyant le port qui diminue, 
Sentent leur masse retenue 
Par l'ame des lointains berceaux. 
Only I cannot go from hence. 
If all lovers are reunited in spring 
Only our love experiences no spring 
And tears are its only gain. 
Take them, then, these songs, 
Which, Love, I sang for you. 
Sing them of an evening 
To the sweet sound of the lute. 
When the red of twili~t moves 
Down towards the still, blue lake, 
And the last rays fade away 
Behind that hill. 
And you sing what I sang, 
What rang out from my heart 
With no artistic ostentation, 
Only longing for you-
Then what has parted us 
Must give way before these songs 
And a loving heart receive 
All that is consecrated to it. 
Your soul is a chosen landscape 
Where charming masqueraders and 
dancers are promenading, 
Playing the lute and dancing, and almost 
Sad beneath their fantastic disguises, 
While singing in the minor key 
Of triumpnant love, and the pleasant life. 
They seem not to believe in their happiness, 
And their song blends with the moonlight, 
The quiet moonlight, sad and lovely, 
Which sets the birds in the trees adreaming, 
And makes the fountains sob with ecstasy, 
The tall slim fountains among the 
marble statues. 
Along the quays, the large ships, 
Rocked silently by the surge 
Do not heed the cradles 
Which the hands of the women rock, 
But the day of farewells will come, 
For the women are bound to weep, 
And the inquisitive men 
Must dare the horizons that lure them! 
And on the day the large ships, 
Fleeing from the vanishlng port, 
Feel their bilk held back 
By the soul of the far away cradles. 
4dia 
Lydia, sur tes roses joues 
Et sur ton col frais et si blanc, 
Roule etincelant 
L' or fluide que tu denoues; 
Le jour qui fui et le meilleur; 
Oublions l'etemelle tombe. 
Laisse tes baisers, tes baisers de colombe 
Chanter sur ta levre en fleur. 
Un lys cache repand sans cesse 
Un odeur divine en ton sein; 
Les delices comme un essaim 
Sortent de toi, jeune deesse. 
Je t'aime et meurs, 6 mes amours, 
Mon ame en baisers m'est ravie! 
0, Lydia, rends-moi la vie, 
Que je puisse mourir, mourir toujours! 
Apres un reve, Op. 7 No. 1 
Dans un sommeil que charmait ton image 
Je revais le bonheur ardent mirage; 
Tes yeux etaient plus doux, ta voix 
pure et sonore. 
Tu rayonnais comme un ciel eclaire par 
l'aurore; 
Tu m'a,rpelais et je quittais la terre 
Pour m enfuir avec toi vers la lumiere; 
Les cieux pour nous entr'ouvraient 
leursnues, 
Splendeurs inconnues, lueurs divines 
entrevues . . . 
Helas! Helas, triste reveil des songes! 
Je t'appelle, 6 nuit, rends moi tes mensonges; 
mensonges; 
Reviens, reviens, radieuse, 
Reviens, 6 nuit mysterieuse! 
'Nell, Op. 18 No. 1 
Ta rose de pourpre a ton clair soleil, 
0 juin, etincelle enivree, 
Penche aussi vers moi ta coupe doree 
Mon coeur a ta rose est pareil. 
Sous la mol abri de la feuille omb.reuse 
Monte soupir de volupte; 
Plus d'un rarnier chante au bois escarte, 
0 mon coeur sa plainte amoureuse. 
Que ta perle ast douce au ciel enflamme, 
Etoile de la nuit pensive! 
Mais combien plus douce est la clarte vive 
Qui rayonne en mon coeur, en mon coeur 
charme! 
La chantante mer, le long du rivage, 
Taira son murmure etemel, 
Avant qu'en mon coeur, chere amour, 6 Nell, 
Ne fleurisse plus ton image! 
Lydia, on your rosy cheeks, 
And on your neck, so fresh and white, 
Flow sparklingly 
The fluid golden tresses which you loosen. 
The shining day is the best of all; 
Let us forget the eternal grave, 
Let your kisses, your kisses of a dove, 
Sing on your blossomingly lips. 
A hidden lily spreads unceasingly 
A divine fragrance in your breast; 
Numberless delights 
Emanate from you, young goddess, 
I love you and die, oh my fove; 
Kisses have carried away my soul! 
Oh Lydia, give me back life, 
That I may die, forever die! 
In a slumber charmed by your image 
I dreamed of happiness, ardent mirage; 
Your eyes were more tender, your voice 
pure and clear. 
You were radiant like a sky brightened by 
sunrise; 
You were calling me, and I left the earth 
To flee with you towards the light; 
The skies opened their clouds 
for us, 
Splendors unknown, glimpses of divine 
light. .. 
Alas! Alas, sad awakening from dreams! 
I call to you, oh night, give me back your 
illusions; 
Return, return with your radiance, 
Return, oh mysterious night! 
Your purple rose in your brilliant sun, 
Oh, June, sparkles as if intoxicates, 
Bend towards me, too, your golden cup: 
My heart and your rose are alike. 
Under the soft shelter of shady boughs 
Sounds a voluptuous sigh; 
And turtle doves coo in the spreading wood, 
Oh my heart, their amorous lament. 
How sweet is your pearl in the flaming sky, 
Star of the pensive night! 
But sweeter still is the vivid light 
Which shines in my heart, my charmed 
heart! 
The singing sea, along the shore, 
Will silence its everlasting murmur, 
'Ere in my heart, dear love, oh Nell, 
Your image will cease to bloom! 
Ottorino Respighi (1879-1936) 
Stornellatrice 
Che mi giova cantar: 
Fior di betulla : 
Vorrei tu fossi il sole ed io la stella, 
E andar pel cielo e non pensare a nulla! 
Quando poi l'eco mi risponde: nulla? 
Che mi vale cantar: 
Fiore die fiore: 
Tu sei !'amore mio d'oggi e di ieri; 
Tu sei l'amore mio che mai non muori! 
Quando poi l' eco mi risponde: muori? 
Invito alla Danza 
Madonna, d'un braccio soave ch'io cinga 
l'orgoglio del l'anca: 
Voi siete d'amore la nave; 
La vela, madonna, vi manca: io sono la 
vela a vogare intorno pel cerulo mare. 
Voi siete la mobile fusta, che'il mar della 
musica sfiora: io sono la vela robusta 
che il viaggio direge e rincora: 
La nave risale, discende, la vela ammaina 
distende. 
Volete che l'onda si svolga in suon di 
gavotta gentile? 
Volete che il valzer di sciolga la larga sua 
corsa febbrile? 
Io faccio l'inhino di rito, madonna, 
e alla danza v'invito! 
Nebbie 
Soffro. Lontan lontano, 
Le nebbie sonolente 
Salgono dal tacente piano 
Alto gracchiando, i corvi, 
Fidati all ' ali nere 
Traversan le brughiere Torvi. 
Dell' aere ai morsi crudi 
Gli addolorati tronchi. 
Offron pregando, i bronchi nudi. 
Come ho freddo! Son sola; 
Pel grigio ciel sospinto 
Un gemito d' es tin to vola; 
E mi ripete, Vieni; E buia la vallata. 
la vallata . 
0 triste o disamata, Vieni! Vieni! . . . 
What use is it for me to sing: 
Flower of the birch tree: 
I wish that you were the sun and I the stars, 
And go to heaven and not think of anything! 
When the echo responds to me: nothing? 
What value is it to sing: 
Flower of flowers: 
You are my love of today and yesterday; 
You are my love that can never die! 
When the echo responds to me: death? 
Madonna, with such a soft arm let me gird 
the pride of the ship. 
You are the love of the ship; 
The sail, Madonna, you yourself, I am the 
sail that blows around in the sky-blue sea. 
You are the moving pirate ship which 
skims over the sea of music. I am the robust 
sail that the journey directs and encourages. 
The ship climbs, descends, the sail lowers 
and spreads out. 
Do you wish for the wave to unroll itself in 
the form of a polite gavotte? 
Do you wish that the waltz dissolve its 
slow course feverishly? , 
I do the bow of custom, Madonna, 
and to the dance I invite you! 
I suffer, far, 
The sleeping mists 
Rise from the silent plane. 
Coraking above, the ravens, 
Faithful to their black wings, 
Cross the grim and bare land. 
Into the air to the crude vices, 
The grieving trunks praying, 
Offer their nude braches. 
How cold I am! I am alone; 
In the grey sky pushed 
A moan of the dead flies; 
And to me repeats, Come, it is dark in 
the valley. 
Oh sad, oh friendless one, Come! ... 
Levon Gregorian (1866-1957) 
Ey doe djahel (Oh. You Young Man) 
Oh you, young and standing tall, 
You walked away like a golden cloud, 
You took away with you songs and love, 
You took away with you songs from my heart. 
I will squeeze stones to my heart, 
I'll climb mountains to weep and cry. 
But there is no use in crying 
As no crying will bring you back. 
Komitas Vartabed (1869-1935) 
Kele Kele (Walk with Grace) 
I adore your graceful walk, 
I praise your wisdom. 
My dearest wounded Lorik, 
My saddened dear Lorik. 
Walk gracefully my dearest, 
You are tall and beautiful, 
My dearest wounded Lorik, 
My saddened dear Lorik. 
Chinares (You Are Tall and Beautiful) 
You are standing tall, do not bend 
Do not leave our home 
For God's sake, now that you are away 
Forget me not! 
The door to the garden is open, 
My feet are wet with dew, 
Now that you are away 
Mu eyes are full of tears. 
La~t night I dreamt that the meadows were mown, 
"Shame on you young man, 
Your loved one was seduced by another." 
Sayat Nova (1717-1795) 
Kanee your Djaneem (As Long as I Am Alive) 
As long as I am alive, my love, 
I will desperately adore you. 
I will sign and cry for you, 
And I will praise your beauty. 
In the dark garden I will seek your love 
By singing and playing my lute. 
You wear $,Olden laces, satin and velvet, 
You look like a tall beautiful tree. 
The jug you hold, fill it with wine 
And bring it to me. 
Come alone to the garden, 
And tear your lover Sayat Nova's 


















Guest Artist Concert 
L'Octuor de Violoncelles with Iseut Chuat, cello and 
Karyl Ryczek, soprano 
Boston University Concert Hall 
855 Commonwealth Avenue 
Faculty Concert 
Yuri Mazurkevich, violin 
Maria Clodes Jaguaribe, piano 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Faculty Concert 
George N eikrug, cello 
Phillip Oliver, piano 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Boston University Symphonic Chorus 
Ann Howard Jones, conductor 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Artist Diploma Recital 
Hilary Foster, violin 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Boston University Symphony Orchestra 
David Hoose, conductor 
Mira Wang, violin 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Mainstage Opera: La Boheme 
Albert Sherman, stage director 
William Lumpkin, musical director 
Boston University Theater 
264 Huntington Avenue 
Contributors to the School for the Arts Music Programs 
Contributors to the Music Programs belong to a special group of people responsible 
for the support of educational activities, events, programs, performances and many 
other departmental needs. 
100,000 + . 
Henrietta DeBenedictus 
25,000 + 
The Blount Foundation, Inc. 
10,000 + 
Marjorie McDonald, M.D. 
Helen Salem Philbrook 
Virginia E. Withey 
Avedis Zildjian Company 
5,000 + 
The Canadian Club of Boston 
Renaissance Musical Arts, Ltd. 
Estate of Arthur L. Thayer 
Zale-Delaware, Inc. 
1,000 + 
Alabama School of Fine Arts Foundation 
G.C. Anderson Family Foundation 
Berkshire Taconic Community Foundation, Inc. 
Eugene L. Brown 
Cagg Foundation 
Dorothy D. Cameron 
Lucile L. Dahlstrom 
Dean S. Edmunds Foundation 
Janet C. Fisher 
, Carol Gebhardt 
Ann and Gordon Getty Foundation 
Charlotte Goodwyn 
' Esther B. Kahn Charitable Income Trust 
Edwin C. Laird 
Montgomery Symphony Association 
Estate of Martha P. Setchell 
Albert Spalding Historical Society 
Charles Stakely Jr. 
Carl H. Stiehl 





FPT Travel Management Group 
Phyllis Elhady Hoffman 
Valerie A. Hyman 
Ann Howard Jones 
Turi and Bruce MacCombie 
Estate of John E. Moran 
Osia Charitable and Educational Trust 
Beatrice S. Rose 
Catherine L. Stein 
Helen J. Steineker 
Carolyn Stoessinger 
Union Oyster House, Inc. 
250 + 
Estate of Constantin Alajalov 
BankBoston Corporation Charitable Foundation 
Beth S. Chen Buslow 
Custom Transportation Services, Inc. 
Edna L. Davis 
JoyL. Derry 
Ann B. Dickson 
East Cambridge Piano 
Carolyn B. Fowels 
James P. Galas, Ph.D 
Nancy Marsh Hartman 
High Meadow Foundation 
Kirkland Construction Co. 
Herbert F. Levy 
Merle Louise Mather 
Ella Reiss Urdang 
Waste Solutions, Inc. 
Boston University School for the Arts 
Advisory Board 
Saul B. Cohen 
Judith M. Flynn 
Nancy Reis Joaquim 
Esther B. Kahn 
Michael Melody 





Bruce MacCombie, Dean 
Phyllis Hoffman, Director, Music Division 
Roger Croucher, Director, Theatre Arts Division 
Alston Purvis, Director Ad Interim, Visual Arts Division 
Walt Meissner, Associate Dean, Administrative Affairs 
Patricia Mitro, Assistant Dean, Enrollment 
Judith Sandler, Public Relations Director 
Karla Cinquanta, Alumni Officer 
Leslie Dressler, Development Director 
General Information: 
Public Relations Office: 
Development Office: 
Alumni Relations Office: 
SF A Events Information Line: 
(617) 353-3350 
(617) 353-3345 
( 617) 353-3345 
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***************** 
l'he School for the Arts ·o.velcomes your support to help continue these concerts. 
Information regarding gifts to the School may be obtained from: The School for 
the Arts Development Office, 855 Commonwealth Avenue, Rm. 202, Boston, 
MA 02215 (617) 353-7293. 
